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times a year and stay with us. We loved having him
but saw very little of him as he was usually busy
with countless engagements. The quiet routine of
our little home changed completely when he was
with us. From early morning till long past mid-
night a stream of visitors used to come and go,
some by appointment and others just for a glimpse
of Jawahar. The telephone rang incessantly as did
also the door-bell and I spent most of my time be-
tween the two. There were no regular meal hours,
no privacy. I never knew how many people would
drop in for lunch or dinner and had to have a fairly
flexible kitchen, which would cater at a moment's
notice for ten to twenty people.

Life was just one long breathless rush all the
time. Jawahar was visible only at meal times un-
less we accompanied him to one of his meetings.-
On rare occasions when we had him all to our-
selves we spent some delightful hours listening to
interesting anecdotes that Jawahar related, talk-
ing, laughing and discussing things in general and
sometimes our family matters in particular. Often
when he spent a quiet evening at home Jawahar
would recite or read some poems to us. It is a de-
light to listen to him for he does it beautifully.

In January 1938 my mother died suddenly of
a paralytic stroke and twenty-four hours after her
death our aunt, her elder sister also died of the
same kind of stroke. This double tragedy was a
terrible blow to all of us. Fortunately I was in
Allahabad when it happened. I returned to Bom-
bay rather stunned and miserable. I knew home
would never be the same again without mother for
something of the old life seemed to have gone,
never to return.

Later in the year Jawahar was going to Europe
to see Indira. Raja and I wanted to go too, but at
the last moment he was unable to leave his work.